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of ourselves. The rest is " as intangible and in-
describable as the tints of morning and evening."
It was one of the most companionable of men,
William Morris, who said:

That God has made each one of us as lone
As He Himself sits.

That is why, in moments of exaltation, our only
refuge is silence, and the world of memory within
answers the world of suggestion without.

"And what does the seaweed remind you of? "
said one, as I looked up after smelling it. " It reminds
me," I said, " of all the seas that wash our shores,
and of all the brave sailors who are guarding these
seas day and night, while we sit here secure. It
reminds me also that I have an article to write, and
that its title is ' A Bit of Seaweed.' "

ON THE CHEERFULNESS OF
THE BLIND
I WAS coming off a Tube train last evening when
some one said to me: "Will you please give this
gentleman an arm to the lift? He is blind." I did
so, and found, as I usually find in the case of the
blind, that my companion was uncommonly talkative
and cheerful. This gaiety of the blind is a perpetual
wonder to me. It is as though the outer light being
^quenched an inner light of the spirit illuminates the